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his large grey eyes very wide, as if he were suffering
unbearable pain and were about to cry out in impotent
protest.

"Hey, you soldier!" said Vesovshchifcov again. "Pick
up the books!"

All the gendarmes turned round and looked at him,
then at the officer. The latter raised his head and swept
Nikolai's broad figure with a withering eye.

"Hm-m~m!" he drawled through his nose. "Pick them
up."

One of the gendarmes stopped and began to pick up
the tattered books*

"Nikolai had better keep hia mouth shut/* whispered
the mother to Pavel

He shrugged his shoulders. The kkokkol dropped his
head*

"Who reads this Bible?"
"I do," answered Pavel
"Who do all these books belong to?"
"To me," said Pavel

"Very well," said the officer, leaning back in the chair.
He cracked the fingers of his slender hands, stretched his
legs under the table, stroked his moustache and said to
Nikolai, "Are you Andrei Nakhodka?"

"Yes," said Nikolai, stepping forward.  The khokhol
took him by the shoulder and pushed him back.
"No, he's not* I am Andrei . * ***
The officer raised his hand and shook his little finger
at VesovshcMkov*
"You better watch your step!1*
Then he began searching through hit papers.
The moonlit night glanced through the window, cold
and indifferent, Tht snow crunched under title feet of
someone who slowly passed tiie house*

"Nakhodka. Humph! YouVe done time for political
offences before, haven't you?" asked the officer*

"Yes. Once in Rostov and another time in Saratov*
But there the gendarmes wore more polite***